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Portals to the Abyss 


The harsh rays of the midday sun scalded the tiny desert town. Once a thriving military town, Roswell had 
become little more than a gaudy home to all things extraterrestrial. It was Vegas but without the bright 
lights, big money, and footfall. Roswell was more Las Vegas, New Mexico than Las Vegas, Nevada. 


Although it did have one thing that the Nevada Las Vegas boasted a lot of. 


With a black baseball cap shielding his eyes from the relentless sun, Dave stared up at the marquee sign of 
one of the area's many tourist attractions. Ihfernational UFO Museum and Research Center wrapped around the 
front of the building in four foot high letters. There had once been a model UFO embedded in the side of the 
building but it had been stolen and, much like the craft that had crashed back in 1941, had ended up in 


smithereens out in the desert. 


The museum may have been cheap and tacky but it was Dave's kind of place. For a couple of dollars he could 


forget who he was and crawl back to those halcyon days of being a paranormal obsessed young man 


With a record label and production company named after the tiny New Mexico town, Roswell had spent its 


entire life calling to him. He'd been a couple of times but those visits had been work related and left him little 
time to soak up the weird vibe of the area. The band had played at least once within Roswell's city limits and, 
since then, nothing. He'd been too busy. 


But with a break between albums and the determination that he was going to do something other than noodle 
on his guitar he'd bought a shitty, beat up RV and made his way into the heart of the desert. And, for the 
first time in months, he felt happy. 


Once he'd stepped through the doors and paid his entrance fee, Dave quietly wandered among the exhibits. 
Even though he knew the Roswell story back to front, he stood for a few moments and read the information 
on each one. The deeper he moved within the building, the more he came across. The museum didn't just cover 
Roswell but also took in other (in)farmous UFO sightings, landings, and crashes. 


He was one hundred percent happy with being by himself. He needed the break and time to decompress from 
having spent the best part of three years cramped together with the same group of people. He could still hear 
Taylor's incessant chattering and Gus' shouting about something or another that wasn't, and had never been, 
important. He could still feel the claustrophobia of staying in hotel rooms until show times so as to avoid the 
hordes of fans that roamed around looking for the band. 


He stood before the life sized UFO display. Three grey aliens stared at him and artificial smoke poured from 
the base of the "hovering" craft. Dave wondered what it would be like to come across such a sight. He'd 
briefly seen what he'd believed to be a UFO from the balcony of his house. But, with the amount of alcohol 
he'd ingested that night, it could have been anything. Aircraft, drone, Chinese lantern.. Despite the name of his 
band he'd yet to attract the extraterrestrial following that he'd dreamed of since he was a child. 


Feeling a tug at his sleeve, Dave looked down to find a young boy standing at his elbow. With caramel skin and a 
mop of black hair, the boy smiled up at him. Despite wanting to be left alone, Dave returned the smile. 


The boy stuck his hand out. "Hey, Mr Grohl. I'm Jolon” 
He took the young boy's hand and shook it. "Hey, Jolon. What brings you here today?" 


"My family." The boy had the sweetest smile and the largest, darkest eyes Dave had ever seen. "We're on 


vacation. l'm five! How old are you?" 
Dave chuckled and crouched down so that he could look Jolon in the eye. "lm forty-nine.” 
"That's so old!" 


He couldn't help but laugh and, for the first time in a long time, it was a real belly laugh, one that shook him 
to the core with glee. "It is. And it's awfull" He scrunched his nose up and shook his head. Hair fell from 
beneath the cap and streaked over his closed eyes. "My joints ache and | got fat and -" He laughed again. "Lots 
of stuff hurts!" 


Opening his eyes, Dave looked into Jolon’s eyes. Curious, he asked, "How do you know who | am?" 
"My Momma and Papa like you. They have pictures of you on the wall." 


His smile softened and Dave felt himself melt a little. "Do they now?" Getting to his feet, he held his hand out 


to Jolon. "Why don't we go and find them? You can introduce me to your family.” 
The boy looked at him and then at his hand before shaking his head. "No." 


He turned and began to trot away in the way that young children often did. Reaching into his pocket, Dave felt 
around for the napkins that he'd stowed from the coffee shop. He stopped a passing custodian and asked to 
borrow a pen A well chewed ballpoint was thrust at him and Dave quickly scribbled a note to Jolon and his 
family wishing them a happy vacation and that he hoped to see them at a show. Signing his name, he caught 
up with the young boy and held out the limp paper napkin. Those dark eyes looked up at him and Dave felt 
discomfort twist along his spine. 


"Give this to your folks for me." He swallowed around the sudden lump in his throat. "And enjoy the rest of 


your vacation." 


Jolon continued to look up at him and Dave felt his gut wrench. He suddenly felt the need to run and not look 
back. The young boy took the napkin and looked at it before carefully folding it and pushing it into the pocket of 


his denim dungarees. 
"Thank you," he murmured. 


With that, he was gone, dashing among the exhibits until he'd disappeared from view. Dave shook his head and 
tried to get the encounter out of his mind. While meeting Jolon had started innocently enough, it had quickly 
turned and left Dave with a foreboding feeling hanging over him. Suddenly he didn't want to be in the museum 
and he silently made his way to the exit. He was sure he could feel eyes watching him as he walked, their 
pupils boring in the back of his skull as he tried to make his escape look as innocuous as possible. Whatever 
had changed in the confines of the exhibits hadn't been pleasant. He knew that Roswell held a weird energy, one 
that was most likely left over from the time of the crash, but he hadn't expected it to be so.. negative. He'd 
expected it to be fun and quirky and almost like a carnival. Instead, he felt as though he'd looked into the eyes, 
not of a young child, but of a demon, 


Sun scorched the pavement and Dave unclipped his sunglasses from the collar of his black tshirt. The air 
around him was almost unbreathable and, in an effort to escape the atmosphere he'd felt fall over him, he 


crossed the road and ducked into a nearby bar. 


The bar was exactly what Dave expected to find in Roswell, a mix of dark wood and plastic UFOs. A large 
metallic-looking saucer with slow blinking lights hung from the ceiling. Behind the bar was a blackboard that told 


him that he was reading Crash Site Specials Seated on an ageing barstool was a mannequin of a grey alien 


"What can | get you?" a disinterested voice asked. 


Dave looked over the board before he turned his attention to a grizzly looking man. Eyes deadened by years in 
the sun stared back at him and thin lips tried to pull up into a smile. The man was bald yet had a smattering 
of salt and pepper stubble. 


"lll have the 1941 ale, please." 


He reached for his wallet as his drink was poured and pulled out a twenty. He had no desire to leave any trace 
of his identity in Roswell by using a credit card. By the swirling in his gut, Dave wondered if leaving a digital 


trail may have been a better idea 


When his drink was placed on the bar he handed over the cash. He stuffed the change into the tip jar and 
found himself a seat in the shadowy corners of the bar. From where he was sitting, he could see straight 
through the bar's large windows and out onto the nearly empty street beyond. A few people wandered by, 
taking in the plastic sights and no doubt hunting for the truth that lay within the stars. To his left, he could 
just see the blinking lights of the prop UFO. 


Except for himself and the alien propping up the bar, there were only two other patrons. Both seemed 
absorbed in their drinks and Dave wondered if they'd had some kind of unearthly experience. Roswell gave off 
the kind of feeling and, much like Vegas, anything that could happen would happen. Except that it may be more 


of an otherworldly experience. 


His mind drifted back to the museum and the boy's midnight black eyes. Dave had heard the tales of black- 
eyed children. But Jolon hadn't acted like one. He'd been a perfectly normal child who'd suddenly turned strange. 


The experience had stunned him into silence and he could feel the fear prickling along his spine. All hadn't been 
well in Roswell for a long time but something about Jolon had only elevated Dave's sense of trepidation 
Unfortunately Dave knew himself well enough to know that he'd be mulling over the experience for many days 
to come. 

"Penny for ‘em." 

Dave looked up to find the bartender hovering over him. The man carried a dirty rag in one hand and a couple 
of empty glasses in the other. He seemed a little more interested in his patrons than he had done a few 
moments previously. 

"Sorry," Dave murmured. "Was a million miles away." 


"Can tell. You look like you've seen a ghost" 


He sighed and looked down at his still full glass. The liquid was dark and clear and as still as a summer's sky. 


Picking the glass up, Dave took a drink of the room temperature beer. He gave a soft sigh as he savoured the 
taste, enjoying the way the liquid warmed his stomach and trying to forget the feeling that had rumbled 
through it for the past thirty minutes. 


"Saw something a while back that's lingering," he said. He placed the glass back down and looked up into the 
bartender's eyes. They seemed to shine with a knowledge that Dave could only dream of, the knowledge that 
was gained only from years of living in such a strange little place. 

"Here in Roswell?" the man asked. 

Dave nodded and took another drink 

"Well, you're not the first and you're certainly not gonna be the last. Can | ask what you saw?" 

"Was over at the museum and got talking to some kid. He was probably not much older than five and had 
caramel coloured skin and the blackest eyes that I've ever seen. As in the whole eye was just." Dave shivered 
and settled back into the chair in an effort to try and quash the sensations that were running through him. 


"Black." 


The bartender raised an eyebrow. "Well, you're also in Mescalero country. We don't just get UFOs and little 


green men here. We get everything else" The man smiled. "You're not in Kansas any more." 
Dave sighed. "I gathered as much." 

"Where you stayin?" 

"Over at the Red Barn RV Park." 


The bartender nodded. "Nice place. Owner's a great guy. But you're a little exposed there. Just keep an eye out, 


won't you?" 
Dave gave him a tight smile. "Will do. Thanks." 


The man turned and began to walk away. He'd only gone two paces before he stopped and turned back to Dave. 
The tight smile on his lips sent a shiver down Dave's spine. "And keep watching the skies." 


Swallowing around the lump that was in his throat, he nodded. Once the bartender was out of sight, he downed 


the rest of the beer and fled for the door. Escaping the bar was easy. Escaping Roswell was going to be a 
little harder. 


Sitting the RV, Dave stared at nothing in particular. A tepid cup of coffee sat at his fingertips. His eyeballs felt 


dry but he cared not to blink Everything felt wrong and off kilter, as though the universe was changing 
direction. Because of it, Dave felt ill. The swirling in his stomach an the light-headed exhaustion made him feel 
nauseous. He wished that he'd checked into a hotel rather than rely on the flimsy walls of the RV for 


protection 


The single shaded light bulb that hung over the dining table flickered and Dave heard himself let out a soft 
mewl of fear. He was wired with the darkness of the unknown and he forced himself to hunch down into the 
bench seat in the hope that whatever was in the air would leave him alone. He could feel his body trying to 
find a wave of energy that wasn't tainted by the negativity of the previous hours. Despite his desperate bid 
for some kind of positivity, he could still feel the boy's unnaturally dark eyes boring into him and could still 
feel the way that the mood had so violently changed. Up until that point, he'd been enjoying taking in the 
kitschy glamour of Roswell. But now.. 


Dave tried to enjoy the silence but he could feel the agitation still sitting in his limbs, coiled and waiting to 
explode. Leaving would be the natural option but his body refused to cooperate. Instead he reached for his 
phone and swiped his fingers across the screen to active the device. He was in desperate need to connect with 


amore normal, and rational, world. 


A knock at the door drew his attention from a quiz about what pizza topping he was. With his heart pounding, 
Dave got to his feet. His hands remained on the table, the phone glowing before him. 


"Hello?" 

"Dave, its me." 

Letting out a deep sigh, Dave smiled and relaxed. “Taylor. What are you doing here?" 

"Thought I'd come and visit." 

His friend's voice sounded a little stunted and stirred but Dave put it down to the exhaustion of travel. With 
the fear of the day being replaced by the relief of having someone familiar close by, Dave stepped around the 
table. As he did, his phone flashed with a message. He glanced down at it and frowned. 

Found any little green men yet? T. 

"Why are you sending me texts?" he called towards the door. 


"I'm not," the familiar voice replied. "Come and let me in. It's freezing out here." 


His gut clenched and he could feel the bile rising. Picking up the phone, he dialled Taylor with a scream lodged in 
his throat as he waited for his call to be answered. 


“Still on planet Earth, D?" his friend chuckled from the other end of the phone. 


"Don't fuck with me, Hawkins," he hissed. "Where are you?" 
"At home." Taylor sounded confused. "Natey's here. Say hi, D" 


He could hear his bass player yelling a greeting. From the door, he could hear Taylor's road-weary voice 


demanding entry. 
"Why you freakin’, Dave?" 
"Because you're standing out the RV and demanding that | let you in" 


"No, I'm not. I'm stoned out of my face on the couch at home. Natey bought me pizza. You know, the good kind 


from that place we like." 


An idea dawned over Dave and, taking the phone from his ear, he turned towards the door and called, "Taylor, 


who's your favourite band?" 
The voice out in the darkness paused before replying, "Rush." 
"Wrong answer, motherfucker!" He looked at the phone. "T. T, what's going on? | need fuckin’ answers!" 


He could hear chattering from the other end of the phone, hushed whispers and random words, none of which 


formed coherent sentences. He demanded to talk to Nate. 


"Nate. What's going on?" The words came out in broken pants as his voice caught in his throat and Dave 
clutched the phone as though it would save him from drowning in the melee of his own thoughts. 


"Take a deep breath for me, Dave." 
"Can't," he choked. 


"You need to," Nate said. His voice was calm and soft, a balm to Dave's aching soul and mind. "| need you to tell 


me abut your day. Tell me what you've heard and seen." 


Dave lifted his head and looked at the door. Whatever was on the other side screamed his name in a raspy 
Taylor-esque voice. Whimpering, Dave backed himself into the table before stumbling onto the vinyl covered 


bench. He cursed as his head made contact with the window, tears of pain and fear springing to his eyes. 


As best as he could, he told Nate about his day. About the weird vibe in Roswell and the black-eyed child in 
the museum. Of feeling compelled to hand over his autograph and of the bartender who'd told him about those 
who called the land their home. All the while, the horror beyond the door screamed and pleaded to be let in 


Nate was silent for a moment and Dave could feel the sweat beading along his neck. In that quiet moment he 
found himself praying to the spirits of the land to protect and watch over him. 


"Skinwalkers," Nate finally replied. 


"What the fuck is that?" Dave groaned. 


"They're like the evil witches of the tribes and are very rarely, if ever, spoken about. Someone in Roswell has 
a grudge against you and the child was sent to retrieve something that belonged to you - in this case your 
signature. This was then used to find you. Skinwalkers are humans who have the ability to disquise themselves 
as, or possess, animals. Normally they appear as wolves, and they can take on that animals strengths. They 
can also impersonate someone close to you. In you case that would be Taylor. Whatever you do, don't go to the 
window and don't open the door. Do not invite it inside." 


Blinding terror crushed his skull and Dave rested his head against the table. The RV felt oppressive, a tin can 
that he was about to be cut from and dragged to his death. 


"So what do | do?" he weakly asked. 


"At this moment? Pray, Dave. Talk to the local spirits and ask them to take this being from you. And whatever 


you do, do not say that creature's name out loud" 
"Got it," he whispered. 

"Once the sun's up, get the hell out of there." 
"Got it" 

"Want me to stay on the line with you?" 

"Please." 


Placing the phone on the cracked Formica table, Dave stared at the rattling door. He could still hear whatever 
was outside screaming for him in a bone-chilling voice. He took a deep breath and turned his attention to the 

papered wall before him. Faded flowers hid behind cheap gold picture frames. Above them hung a crucifix that 
Dave hadn't noticed before. He tried to force a gentle smile and found himself grimacing at the spiritual agony 
that coursed through him. 


And so he prayed. He spoke to a world that he couldn't see and had seldom found himself thinking about. He 
whispered words asking for protection and relief from a force that he couldn't reckon with. As the words fell 
from his lips, he could hear the beast screaming and roaring, its voice changing from the tones that he knew 


so well to something far more sinister and far more likely to drag him to his doom. 


With each passing minute his exhaustion began to lift and the pressure on his skull began to ease. Through the 
window to his right, Dave could see the sky beginning to change, the stars kissing the right goodbye as the sun 
began to rise. Gradually the screaming from beyond the door began to fade until it was replaced by silence and 


the sweet smell of sage smoke. 
"Gone?" Nate's voice was raspy with tiredness. 
"I think so," he softly replied. 


Getting to his feet, Dave shook out the cramp from his limbs and tentatively walked towards the door. On the 
brown and gold doormat lay a single brown and white feather. The heady scent still hung in the air as he bent 
to pick it up. 


"The RV smells of sage," he said. "And there's a feather beside the door." 
"Someone's watching out for you." 


"And I'm grateful to whoever it is." He tucked the feather into his hair and turned towards his phone. "I should 
let you get outta here." 


"Same. Drive safe, Dave and see you when you get back" 
"Will do." 


He hung up on the night-long call and glanced out of the window. The sun had peaked over the horizon and was 
bathing the desert-land with its warm, glorious light. Dave smiled softly to himself. 


"Thank you." 


The road out of Roswell should have been filled with longing and regret for a town that he had such a deep 
affiliation with. Instead, Dave found himself relieved and excited to be leaving. The sun was still rising and, as 
people moved around on their way to work or school, he found himself speeding away from the town's limits. A 
welcome sign featuring a neon UFO flashed by and Dave smiled to himself. He'd return at some point because 
the tiny town still called to his soul. But it would be with something to watch over him in those dark and lonely 


hours. 


